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PfiEFACE TO EIGHTH EDmON. 



After 807611 Tory large editions of <*Six Hoon in a Ck>nT«at" had 
been sold, it was found that the pablic, like Oliver, perdsted in 
'^asking for more." No alternative was left bat to **set np" the 
story anew, and issue a eighth edition* All of Mr. Frothingham*g 
'(Convent stories*' have been well received, and have gained the 
aothor a wide and wdl deserved popalarity. The single fact that 
a near relative of his was an inmate of the CSonvent at Oharlei- 
town, in 1834, is deemed Iraffident to sabstantiate all statements 
presented the pablio as fiMts. 



SIX HOURS IN A CONVENT. 



CHAPTER L 



FAMILY AFFAIRS. 



I have lived for years, many years, ih Cliarlestown. In the same 
]dace my ancestors reedded long before I was born, and on Banker 
Hill my grand&ther shed his blood, and while wounded and trod- 
den under foot by a hireling soldier, thanked Grod that he suf- 
fered for liberty, and then closing his eyes>, he slept a sleep that 
knows no waking, save when we shall all be judged according to 
our merits. 

My father was then but a child, hardly able to walk by clinging 
to his mother's skirts ; but as he grew up, and understood the pre- 
cious legacy bequeathed to him by that band ot revolutionary heroes 
who so boldly confronted the trained veterans of England, he be- 
came a sworn foe to all oppression and tyranny, ever ready to bat- 
tle for the weak, and protect the innocent. At night he would call 
my sister and myself to his side, and endeavor to instil into our 
minds principles of equality and a love of freedom. Although the 
old gentleman was rich, too rich to hope for a quiet life, and could 
boast of the best blood in the land flowing in his veins, yet he hearti- 
ly detettsd the muthzoom ariitooraoy that ^ru vyo^ascoaS^ ^ogra^ 
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ing up and seeking to vie with the nolnlily of Europe in the splen- 
dor of their establisiiments. 

I was but twenty years of age when my father died, leaving a 
mother, a young sister and myself io mourn his loss. Af^er hu 
death, I was advised to take a trip to Europe, and endeavor to re- 
peur my health, which had been seriously afieeted by severe studies 
at Harvard University. I felt unwilling to undertake the journey 
and leave my mother and sister alone, but an assurance on the part 
of my friends that they would watch over them as carefully as I 
could myself, induced me to consent, and with many protestations 
of writing by every packet ship, I left my native land with a heavy 
heart, ^nd with the intention of being absent for three years. 



CHAFTEB n. 



THE SURPRISE. 



I shall not enter into a lustoiy of my wanderings — ^the tefkipta* 
tations I was exposed to— the strange sights I witnessed, or the ad- 
Tentures which I encountered. Weary with travel, I resdrcd to 
return home, and without writing, I once more embarked on board 
a packet ship bound for Boston, and after a long passage I landed 
without a relative knowing I was in the land that gave me birtk 

How well do I recollect the feelings of joy I experienced, as I 
called to mind the &miliar objects with which I had been acquaint- 
ed when I left. The old State House at the head of State street, 
appeared like a dear friend, and every passer-by seemed as a 
brother. 

I could not spend predons m(»nents, however, looking at inaiuh 
mate objects, for I thought of my mother and sister. Hailing a pass- 
ing carriage, I sprang in, gave the coachman directions where to 
leave me, and leuied back in the vehicle with feelings in^possible to 
describe, as I anticipated the surprise of many friends. 

I did not notice that the ooachman put up the steps and kt 
diem down two or three times, and appeared rather reloctaat to 
start Yet the delay at length attracted my attention, and as I lookeci 
towards the driver, I fbnnd that.he was staring hard ait n&« 
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•'Wall,** I cried, impadently, "when are you going to rtart V 

**x»C7 your pardon, sir," the man replied, "but didn't you say you 
WanxJ t go to the Frothingham mansion, Charlestown 1** 

* 'JLiu t is what I said," I replied. 

^^Aniare you the young gentleman who has been absent in 
iiiicuopo for such a long time ?** 

"1 iiaye been in Europe for some time past But why do you 

<*And is your name Frothingham ?" the XBan said, without paying 
any attention to my question. 

**That is my name — ^but — ** 
" "Thank Grod, but I am afraid you are too late," Uie coachman 
said, fastening the door, and springing to his seat. 

"Stop," I cried. "Why am I too late ? Give me some explana- 
tion for your words." 

The driver made no reply, but applied the whip to his horses and 
dashed through the streets as though he was on an errand of life 
nod death. 

The man's words were mysterious, and I puzzled my brain to un- 
derstand them. Could my mother be sick ? or was my sister in 
danger ? Before I had settled in my mind which it was, the coach 
had rolled rapidly over the bridge, and in a few minutes stopped 
before the Frothingham mandon. 

I looked at the ancient house with joy at the first glance, but the 
second was sufficient to show me that some change had taken place 
during my absence. The blinds on the front part of the house were 
closed and < covered with dust — the huge knocker, with the family 
coat of arms in relief at the top, had lost its polish and was grimed 
irith dust — ^the marble door-steps were black with dirt, and looked 
as though not a footstep had touched them since I stood there and 
bade my family adieu, three years before. 

I had no time to notice farther neglect The driver let the steps 
down with a crash, and I sprang out, grasped the knocker and gave 
a few blows with it, that sent the dust flying about my face in 
clouds, and drew many a head to the neighboring windows in astOA- 
ishoient 

No amrar bung rstimed to my first nlute, I once more awoke 



BIX HOUBS IX A coKvnrT.-^ 11 

the echoes, and then listened patiently for a servant to come to the 
door. In a few minutes I heard slipshod feet, and after some trouble 
the bolts were withdrawn, and the rough, repulsive features of an 
Irish girl were exposed to view, as she peered through the small 
space opened, as though determined to be on her guard, and pre- 
vent a forcible entrance. 

'*What in the divU do ye want, that ye should be after making all 
the noise for ?" the menial said, her eyes flashing with rage. 

*^Is Mrs. Frothingham at home ?** I asked, calmly, for I saw that 
the girl was a stranger, and had not lived in the &mily when I was 
at home. 

<*She is at home, but sure she can't see the likes of ye, when at 
this blessed minute she is confessing her sins and making her will. 
Get ye gone, and come back to-morrow,** and the girl attempted to 
close the door in my face, but I set my shoulders against it and pre- 
vented her ; at the same time I heard a chuckling laugh from the 
coachman, as he said : 

^'Well, this is rather queer. The master comes home, and a ser- 
vant shuts the door in his face. That is the effect of priestcraft." 

I heard his words, and my blood boiled as a suspicion entered my 
mind. I stepped back one pace and threw my whole weight against 
the door, and the next instant the girl was staggering along 
entry, and I crossed the threshold. 



CHAPTER m. 



I BBEAK UP A ITICE LITTLS PARTY. 

"You'll be sorry for this," mattered tbe girl, with a revenge- 
ful look, when she saw that I was not to be kept out of my own 
house. 

**Tell me in what room my mother is," I said, sternly. 

**Your mother I eh, divil a bit did I know that ye was the young 
master. If ye plase. 111 tell the ledy ye is here,'' and she started to 
do so, when I laid one hand on her arm and drew her back. 

**Stay here — ^I'll announce myself. But first inform me who is 
with my mother." 

*^Faith, sir, nobody but father Andre and Malony, two of the 
piouses of the Catholic clargy. Oh I yer mother is in good hands, 
never fear ye !" 

Priests in my father^s house ! A religion that he always warned 
me against finding votaries in my family ! The thought was agony 
Pushing the girl aside, I darted up stairs and walked hastily towards 
the room in which I supposed the party were \ assembled. Before 
reaching the door, however, I thought it would be as well to know 
whac^as going on, without the party being aware of my presence. 

There was « small room adjoining the one which my mother 
and the prietti occnped, and which had aiwayi been used as a 
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tibrary. This room I entered, and conld plainlj hear the voices of 
men and the never forgotten tones of my mother, in earnest consul- 
tation. 

By the aid of a chair I was enabled to look through' the glass 
windows over the door, and for a few minutes I watched the pro- 
ceedings Vith great interest The two men and my mother were 
seated at a small table, on which a number of papers were spread, 
with pens and ink near at hand. Mother was reading a paper when 
I first took my position, and I thought I observed the priests ex- 
change significant glances while her eyes were on the paper she 
held. At length, after satisfying herself of the contents of the docu- 
ment, the lady said, 

"By my signing this, the whole of the property which my daugh- 
ter inherited from her father reverts to the Convent of ^ St Ursula." 

"All that is needed is your signature. Your late daughter is 
already ordained, and need I again tell you how joyfully she relin- 
quished all claims upon the estate in &vor of our glorious order. 
Every day that she has been in the convent has added to her happi- 
ness, and now she only desires that you should become an inmate, 
to throw all thought of the world aside forever, and devote yourself 
to heaven alone," said one of the priests, with a sanctimonious 
whine. 

"No, no," replied my mother ; "I am too old to be of any use to 
the convent, and besides I must live for my son's sake. He would 
never consent to my joining the sisterhood." 

^So you thought he would not consent to his sister's entering the 
St Ursula, yet you have seen his letter in which he approves of 
the project, and is quite willing that her share of wealth should be 
appropriated as her portion. I am certain, that if he only knew 
your desires, he would not refuse his consent." 

This was rather startling news to myself. It appeared that I had 
been written to, and consented to my sister Sophia's becoming a 
nun, and yet I knew nothing about the matter. ' 

"It is singular," murmured my mother, in an audible tone, "his 
father was very much opposed to your religion, and Charles ap- 
peared to be." 

" Foreign travel always has a beneficial effort <s8i. \L^ssis«6wsi»^ 
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Thej visit Europe, examine our churches, and see that in all Cath- 
olic countries the people are happy and contented, without a desire 
for change. It would not surprise me if your son joined the order if 
he goes to Rome. With his position and influence in this country, 
he could not fail to, become eminent in our society.'' 

** I will wait until he returnd to this country before I connect my- 
self with the convent," my mother said, "but I don't see why I 
should withhold my signature from the document If Sophia is 
contented and has no desire to mix again with the world, perhaps 
it is right that her fortune should go to help your institution. If you 
will hand me the pen, I will aflSbc my signature," and as the ready 
priest dipped the pen into the ink, I thought it was about time to 
interfere. 

Noiselessly I opened the door and glided into the room. So busy 
were all parties that my entrance was not noticed, and my mother 
had already taken the pen and was looking for the place to sig 
her name, when I laid my hand sofUy on her arm, and she looke^i 
up. 

With a wild cry of joy my mother started to her feet, hurled the 
pen to the farther end of of the room, and the next instant her arms 
were around my neck,,and I was clasped to her heart, while the 
two priests exchanged looks of consternation and anger. 

For a few minutes we stood silent. My mother was sobbing on 
my breast, and the disinterested Catholic gentlemen speechless with 
astonishment. Gently seating the lady in her chair, and with my 
hands clasped in hers, I turned coldly towards the visitors, and po- 
litely requested to know their business. Neither were Inclined to 
speak, but my mother answered for them. 

"These, Charles, are two gentlemen, Catholic priests belonging 
to the Convent of St. Ursula, where your sister Sophia has 
lately taken the vows and become a nun. You will recollect that 
we wrote to you about it, and you returned an answer that you were 
perfectly willing." 

The priests exchanged glances as much as to say, "now look out 
for an explosion." In &ot, they slightly moved towards the door, 
as though they would take their departure, but that I did not 
wiflh. 
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" One momenti gentlemen/' I said. *< Which of 70a forged the 
•etter that my mother supposed emanated from myself?^ 

"Forged a letter ?** cried my mother in astonishment. "Why, 
Charles, what do you mean ?" 

"Simply, that I never heard of my aster's intention of joining the 
convent, and that if I had, I would never have consented to her tak- 
ing such a stop. Now, which of you gentlemen forged the letter 
and persuaded this lady that I wrote it ?" 

"But, Charles, there is the letter, post-marked Paris, and in your 
handwriting. Here^ read for yourself," and she picked up a paper 
from the table, and handed it to me, ^ 

In truth it was a cunning scheme, and had been ve^ snccessfriL 
There was the letter, carefuHy worded, and written in characters so 
nearly like my own, that I could not tell the signature from a bona 
fide one. The post-mark, too, was correct, but that was easily ac- 
counted for. He had given the letter in charge to some of their 
friends, who had taken it to Paris, and there mailed it for my moth- 
er. But why had I never received the letters announcing the 
ehange, and asking my approval of the scheme ? 

" Now," asked my mother, **are you satisfied who wrote the 
letter?" 

"I am more than ever satisfied that there has been some villany 
in this matter, and I will sift the affair thoroughly. I never wrote 
that letter, mother, neither did J ever receive yours asking for 
Sophia's incarceration." 

"There is some mistake, here, young sir," said* one of the 
priests. "Young gentlemen, when travelling in Europe, oflen do 
things which they have no recollection of the next twenty-four 
hours." 

" This letter does not look as though it was writtten by a drunken 
or crazy man. The letters are too carefully formed. Which of you 
wrote this at the convent?" 

"The young man is growing insulting," said the most timid look- 
ing of the two. " We had better retire." 

"Pray do so, gentleman, or I shall assist you down the stairs in a 
way you will not like. And, harkee, forgers, when y0a reach the 
convent, send my edster ksne without delay, or woe botiids^^^s^^ 
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"Yowc aster has taken the ^hite veil, and bequeathed her fortune 
to our order. There is her letter and her signature. Bead for 
yourself.*' 

**More forgeries. Do as I ssud-^restore her before twenty-four 
hours, or iU will happen to you. Gro,now — ^I've defeated your plot, 
and there *s no more hope for you in this house." 

**Insolence. Do you dare threaten two members of the holy 
order ? Boy, you shall yet live to repent and ask our pardon on 
your bfended knees." 

I laughed scornfally, but fearing that the scene would be too 
much for imr mother's feeble health, I forbore to kick them down 
stairs, as tney deserved. In a short time they had gathered up 
their papers, and with a low bow to mgr mother and a look of hatred 
to myself, they left the room, when I turned and seated myself by 
the aide of my parent. 

'*Kow, mother, give me some explanation of this scene. How does 
it happen that I return, expecting to be welcomed by a beloved sis- 
ter, and find that she is an inmate of aconvent 7" 

<*My dear son," she said, ^* Sophia, about two years since, went 
there to school to get a thorough education in music, and other ac- 
complishments. I used to call there frequently, to see what progress 
she made, and thus became acquainted with the two priests, who are 
at the head of the institution. Sophia spoke in terms of praise of 
the establishment, and one day, afcer she had been there little over 
a year, suggested the' idea of taking the veH, and becoming an in- 
mate for life. I refused to listen to her for a moment, and then 
those two priests broached the subject, and tired at length of your 
sister's entreaties, I promised my consent, provided they could ob- 
tain yours. Sophia and I wrote at the same time, and gave the let- 
ters to Father Andre to mail." 

"Which letters I never received, for they were not sent," I cried, 
interrupting her. 

"I can well believe you, Charles, after what I have heard. In a 
few months, a letter was placed in my hands, purporting to be writ- 
ten by you ; but there is the letter. You^ have read it, and know 
its contents. Sophia also received one, and the same sentiments 
were ezpreaoed in hers that mine contained. After receiving the 



SIX HOURS IK A 'cOKYEBrr. * 17 

• » 

letter, I no lobger withheld my ccmsent, and two weeks once I saw 
your sister fbr the last time on earth." 

^No, mother, not for the last time. S(^hia must leave that place, 
and immediately." 

'^But she cannot, Charles. She is boand'by a vow, and no law of 
the Commonwealth can secure her release. I am grieved that I 
consented, but there was so much influence brought to bear against 
me, that I could not withstand it. Pardon me, my son, but your 
mother is growing old, and I fear my intellect is not so strong as it 
was when yoiz were but a child.'" 

'*And Sophia^s fortune is to go to the convent, mother ?' 

^*That is what they require, and what Sophia desires in a note she 
sent me to-day." 

'<More forgeries, mother. I am glad I interrupted you before 
they had time to obtain your signature. If I can see Sophia, 
and she expressly desires her fortune to go to- the Convent, she 
shall be gratified. But I shall see her first." 

<*That is impossible Charles. No member of the fiamily is al- 
lowed to speak to her. But you can correspond if you wish, al- 
though all your lettets must be perused by the Lady Superior be- 
fore Sophia sees them." 

'*That wiU not suit me. I must see her alone. " 

''Impossible, Charles. I have asked for the same privilege, but 
been denied ; and if you had remained absent a year longer, I know 
not but they would have persuaded me to have also entwed. So- 
phia would not have joined, had it not been for the persuasions of 
Marie Page, who entered the Convent, and took the veil little 
over a year ago." 

**What!" I cried, in astonishment, <<has pretty little Marie 
Page become a nun — ^with her pleasant smile, and handsome face ! 
We were playmates together." 

*<Yes, she was persuaded to take the veil, although it almost 
broke her other's heart. Sophia always had a great friendship 
for her, and to provelt, I suppose^ consented to share her captivi- 
ty. There was some talk among the girls. I believe, about yonr 
marrying Marie when you retaned from your travels, but then 
Ibcf ksaxdi some mj or other > th«t -j^vol iv^ \tf^\ ^^!iiL^fi62&%Ts<sK:* 
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self 88 you fihould have done while 70a were in Parifl, and I think 
they mentioned something aboat an opera-daneer, who had tamed 
your head. At any rate, little. Marie, when she heard of it, had 
a sadden fancy for a convent life, although I told the girls it 
was all scandal, and that yoa woald never disgrace the blood of 
the Frothinghams by such a dishonorable coarse." 

<*You did right. Mother," I replied, but I turned away my 
head while speaking, for fear she would see the blush of shame 
that mantied to my cheeks, for I could not deny the truth of the 
rumor, and I did not wish to make my mother a lady-confessor. 

**But come, Charles," she said at length, <'yoa must be &tigaed 
and stand in need of refreshments. I need not ask if yoa are well, 
your looks plainly show that you are." 

"One word, mother. Am I to be considered as the head of the 
family, and will you be guided by me in this unfortunate affair of 
JSophia'B?" 

** Certainly, child. The house is yours-^o as you please in it." 

*<Then I must request you to dismiss every Irish domestic, im- 
mediately." 

<*I have only two, and they were taken from the convent, strong- 
ly recommended by the Lady Superior. But do as you please. 
You will find your room as you left it. Go and get a lunch, and 
then join me in my chamber. I am too feeble to bear much now, 
and need rest after excitement." 

I assisted her to the door, and then went down the broad, oaken 
stairs, when I saw that the carriage was still standing at the door, 
and the coachman sitting on the doorsteps whistling a popular air , 
and seeing how near 4ie could come to a fly's head, with his whip- 
lash. I then recollected that I had forgotten to pay him for bring- 
ing me from Boston, in my eagerness to see my mother. 

The instant I opened the door, the man sprang to his feet, and 
for the first time I looked at his face. It appeared to me that I 
had seen him somewhere, and yet I could not call to mind where. 
He was an American I knew, with a bright, open countenance, and 
an acute ezpresnon in his eyes that prepossessed me in his favor. 

<*How much am I indebted to you, my man f " I said, as I open- 
td tht doQr. 
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' *<Not a great deal, Mr. CharleB," he said/with a pleasant smile. 

<'Yoa knew my name then !" 

'<! should think I had ought to." 

"Why should you!" 

"Because before you went to Europe, I liyed in this same old 
house, and many is the time I have robbed orchards, and shared 
the fruit with you?" 

"What ! is it possible that you are little Jack Hart !" I cried, 
looking at his sturdy form in astonishment. 

"I was little Jack Hart, sir, when you went to Europe, but 
three years makes some difference with a fellow that has a good 
appetite, and a sharp set of teeth, to eat what is set before him." 

"And why did you leave my mother's seryice after I went 
away!" 

"Oh ! it was them priests* fault. When your sister spoke of 
going to the convent, why I spoke agin it, and so they asked your 
mother to discharge me, and faith she did, without asking my ad- 
vice, but at the same time she gave me money to start in life, so I 
turned coachman, uid had the honor of driving you from Boston, 
for which I shall charge you nothing." 
• "Thank you Jack, but I shall not accept of your liberality." 

"But I insist, sir." 

"Well, I will accept, provided you enter my service for two or 
three weeks." 

"But what shall 1 do with my horses and carriage !" 

"I want them also. There is plenty of room in the carriage- 
house, as you well know." 

"Then, sir, I'm yours, horses and all. What do you want me 
to do first?" 

"Go and find two American domestics, to take the place of the 
Catholic tools in the house," I said. 

"If that is the first order, it certainly is a good one. I've got 
two sisters who will come, and no mistake. I'll be back with them 
in an hour's time," and Jack sprang upon the box and drove off 
with many crackings of his whip, and audible chuckles at the 
prospect of ridding the premises of his enemies. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THX SHADOW ON THB WALL. 



It was near midDight, when I sat alone in the large ehambet 
where I had so suddenly disturbed the plotting priests. There 
were many papers that required to be examined, and many letters 
to write, which had occupied me till a late hour. The house was 
quiet, and not a soul excepting myself was awake. 

My mother had long since retired to rest, while Jack, after in- 
stalling his sisters, and discharging the other servants, had gone 
to his room, and was very probably dreaming of the nituation of 
coachman to the family, a birth which he aspired to. 

I was tired with the fatigues of the day, and leaning back my 
head, thought of the difficulties I should experience in obtaining 
the release of my sister, and Miss Page from the convent. The 
more I thought of the latter, thOimore anxious did I feel to see 
her once more, acknowledge the few faults I had been guilty of, 
and ask for a renewal of the confidence that formerly existed be- 
tween us. My thoughts wandered to days long past, whm as 
children, we played together, and I closed my eyes to shut out 
the fearful destiny of two young, warm-hearted, and confiding 
girls, being incarcerated for life. How long I remained with my 
eyes closed, I could not tell. I was not asleep. Every sense was 
as alert as though it had been noon-day, and yet I could hardly 
b^eve my ^ef« wheOf on opening them, I saw a shadow on the 
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wall oppodte to me, and the fignie of an ann raiaed, gnuBping a 
long knife in its hand. 

I did not start, or move. I sat ganng at the speetacle with as- 
tonishment, not unmixed with alarm. I watched the arm and 
body of a man slowly move back and forth, yet apparently hesi- 
tating to strike me dead with the weapon, until a cold, damp per- 
spiration gathered on my brow, and my heart beat as though it 
would force itself through my side. I could see the figure steal 
along, creeping carefully, and then stop and listen to any breath- 
ing, as though to be certain that I slept, and then I saw the phan- 
tom bend forward to peer into my &Ge, and get a glimpse of sqj 
eyes. 

My nocturnal enemy at last appeared satisfied that I slept, for 
Suddenly the dagger was raised high in the air, and the next in- 
stant I should have fallen a corpse to the floor, but with a wild cry 
I sprang to my feet, and confronted my adyersary. 

I heard him utter an exclamation of astonishment — 1 saw the 
fierce features of ^e priest Andre, and then with a crash the light 
fell to the floor, and the room was in darkness. 

"Vile dog," I shouted, *<would you add assassination to your 
other crimes ?" 

There was a low laugh, and then I heard the door softly open, 
and the cool air came sweeping in, cooling my heated brow, and 
restoring me to my senses. I sprang madly after the priest, 
reached the entry, and then paused to listen. The same scornful 
laugh came from the stairs leading to the outside door, and down 
those I plunged at the hazard of breaking my neck, but before I 
reached the foot of the flight, the outer door was opened, and then 
carefully closed, and I heard the key grating in the lock. I tried 
to open it, but found that the villain had, to preyent pursuit , 
locked the door on the outside. 

I threw my whole weight against the panels, but they were 
made of good oak, and resisted my efforts, desperate as they were. 

Detemuned not to be frustrated in my pursuit, I tried the. 
parlor door ; that also was locked, but it was not composed of 
the same sturdy materials as the other one, and it gaye way to the 
pressure I brought against it, and flew open. I ran to th^ "^vs^ 
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dow, cleared the festenings, and threw it up ; wrenched open the 
blinds, and leaped lightly on the green sward in front of the house . 
The night was beaatifullj clear, with a full moon sailing over- 
head. .Yet not a soul was to be seen in the streets. 

I ran wildly up and down, first one way and then another, yet 
I did not meet a soul ; and tired and vexed, I returned to the 
house, found the key in the front door where the priest had left 
it, and after securing the window, and searching the rooms, re- 
tired to rest, to dream of convents and diabolical priests. 

The next morning at breakfast, I did not. acquaint my mother 
with my night's adventure, as I thought her health was too deli- 
cate to be disturbed ; but Jack shared my confidence, and the 
honest fellow vowed that he would sleep hereafter with a pitch- 
fork by his side, so as to be ready for visitors whether priests or 
devils. 

As for myself, I loaded my pistols carefully, and determined to 
carry them about my person in future, as I knew that there vras 
too large a stake at issue, to be relinquished without an effort. 



CHAPTER V. 



. JACK AND MYSELF TAKE TO SCHEMING. 

A week or more had passed away, since I had nearly become a 
victim to assassination. I had written two very calm notes to 
the Lady Superior of the Convent, requesting the immediate dis- 
missal of my sister, and also had persuaded our neighbors, the 
Pages, to apply for Marie's discharge ; but both applications had 
been treated with contempt. The Superior would neither allow 
us to converse with our relatives, or agree to deliver a letter to 
tihem. 

One evening, after returning from an unsuccessful attempt to 
get a writ issued for the Lady Superior to show cause why the 
body of Sophia Frothingham should not be brought before the 
oourt, and set at liberty, I threw myself upon a lounge, sick at 
heart, and hardly knowing what I should do next. 

**Still unsuccessful V asked Jack, as he busied himself in the 
room, and cast an anxious glance towards my troubled &ce. 

< 'There's no hope. Jack ; Sophia will have to remain there for 
life." 

''I don't see why she should, sir, when she can be got out." 

''And how, pray, do you think she can be ^t o^^ V 
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<<Simply by going there uid taUng her by force, or stealing 
her away during the night.*' 

*<It cannot be done, Jack, by force ; but I'm not certain the 
latter plan might not be adopted !" 

'<To be sure it can, sir," Jack said, his face brightening, and 
he rubbed his hands with glee at the thought. 

<*Do you know that the convent is guarded by dogs and men V* 

<<And devils in the inside, sir." 

«The dogs would raise an alarm by their barking," I said, in a 
musing tone. 

«I will take care of that, sir." 

"How?" 

<<No matter, sir ; just say youll go and make the attempt, and 
count me in with you. ' ' 

'<I vnll think of it, Jack," I answered. 

'^There's no time to think of it, sir. Say the word, and to- 
morrow night we'll make the attempt. J need only a few hours 
to get ready." 

<«Then, Jack, to-morrow night we will see what can be done. 
We shall not want to start before ten o'clock, and by that time 
every one will have retired for the night in the convent. Saj 
nothing, but make all needful preparations. Above all, do not 
excite the suspicions of my mother that I am going to engage in 
any such enterprise." 

<*Never fear me; I know how to keep a quiet tongue," and 
Jack left the room, oveijoyed to think that there was an adveo^ 
ture in prospective. 



CHAPTER VI. 



ROW I GET INTO THE CONVENT* AND TRY TO GET OUT. 



The next day Jack was absent from home until nearly sundown. 
He had given me no intimation of his designs, or how he was to 
manage the dogs, whose noisy barkng, I was fearful would alarm 
the inmates of the convent, and bring a squad of priests and ser- 
vants down upon us, whom it would have been dangerous to encoun- 
ter. 

To my relief, however. Jack made his appearance at last, bearing 
a small wooden box under his arm, which he said contained enough 
to quiet all the dogs in Charlestown. 

I did not question him as to its contents, because I suspected what 
it contained. Bidding him be ready to set forth at nine o'clock, I 
retired to the library and there wrote a letter to my mother, telling 
her what I had undertaken, and in case I should not return the next 
day, where she would be likely to find me, either a prisoner or a 
corpse. 

The letter I gave to one of Jack's sisters, with the directions not 
to deliver it until the next morning, in case I did not return, and 
then, as the clock struck nine, we sallied forth. 

The night was dark, without a star to light us on our way ; but 



26 SIX HOURS IN A CONVENT. 

this we rather preferred, as it -would ser^e to screen us from obser- 
vation. 

On we went, stumbling along the rough roads, not meeting a soul 
to exchange salutations with, until the huge brick building of the 
Convent of St. Ursula came in sight, with not a light or a 
cheerful gleam issuing from the iron-grated windows. 

"We silently clambered over the high wall, and picked our way to- 
wards the rear of the building. The only sound stirring was the 
prolonged howl of a dog, who appeared to have taken his position 
near one of the wings, and at regular periods sent forth his doleful 
cry. 

"There's some one dead in the convent, sir," Jack whispered, as 
we halted under the shadow of a tree to listen. 

"Why do you think so, Jack ?" I asked with some curiosity. 

"Because, sir, you never hear a dog howl like that near a build- 
ing, without death being inside." 

"You are superstitious. Jack. Let us on, and effect an entrance 
through the window." 

"Not so fast, sir; I have spent some portion of the day in examin- 
ing the building, and have also talked with a mason, who helped to 
lay the foundation of the convent. He let me into a secret if I 
would pay for the liquor, and that I willingly did, because I was dry 
myself. No, sir ; let us stay under the shade of this tree, until we 
have cleared the dogs from our path." 

"And how are we to do that ?" 

"You get up into the tree, sir, and take the box, and then I'll 
call them." 

I saw the force of his remark, and without a word, caught at a 
branch and seated myself ; then taking the box from Jack's hand, I 
waited for him to give the alarm. 

In a few moments Jack uttered a peculiar yell, that sounded more 
like the bark of a fox than anything else. The howling dog ceased 
his cry, and all for a few minutes was still. Another yell from Jack, 
and then half a-dozen dogs uttered quick, shrill barks, and we could 
hear them bounding towards the tree. 

"Now, sir, I'll roost alongside of you for a while," Jack said, and 
he swung himself on to the same branch on which I was seated. 
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He liad hardly gained his position, before the animals reached the 
base of the tree, yelling with anger at their prey heing beyond their 
reach. 

*^Ah, hal" laughed Jack, **don*t you wish yoa may get ns, 
hey?" 

"They will awaken the inmates of the convent," I said ; "give 
them their dose, aad put a stop to their confounded noise." 

"Pass me the box, sir, and I'll fix 'em," Jack said. 

I handed the box to him, and he commenced throwing pieces 
of fresh meat to the hungry crowd below. We could hear the 
brutes quarrelling, as junk afler junk fell to the earth, and by tlie 
angry snapping of their jaws, we knew that they were swallowing 
the pieces without stopping to masticate them. 

It did not take long to exhaust the contents of the box, and afler 
the last piece had been thrown, we sat waiting for the poison to op- 
erate. The night was so daik we could scarcely distinguish the an- 
imals as they walked about beneath us ; yet, by straining our eyes, 
we could observe that they felt rather uneasy ^ter their meal, and 
presently one laid down on his side, and uttered a low howl of 
agony. 

^*The poison is working," Jack whispered. 

I made no reply to his remark, but closely watched for another 
dog to follow the example of his companion, and in this respect I 
was soon gratified. One by one they fell, yelling and biting the 
grass in their agony, and uttering plantive howls, which sounded 
mournful, and made me half repent the deed we had committed. 

"I think we can get down now, sir," Jack said,; "they don't fe^ 
much like running, I'll warrant you." 

As he spoke, he threw away the box, and sprang to Ae earth, 
where I quickly followed him. 

The poison had done its work too well to meet with any further 
opposition from the dogs, although the poor brutes did stagger to 
their feet, and try to give warning to their masters that there v^as 
eome mischief intended ; but their energy was gone — ^the drug 
was feeding on their vitals, and afber an unsucoessful attempt to 
bite, they would once more fall panting to the ground, and afier 
a £9w moans, give up the ghost. 
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<*Now, Jack," I said, after a few minutes' pause, **if we ean 
onljr^be as successful in our affair at the convent as we have beea 
with the dogs, we shall be fortunate." 

"We should, sir, if you would only consent to give the priests 
the same dose that the poor brutes have just taken." 

"No, no. Jack, no violence ; remember I have left my pistols ai 
home, because I thought I might forget myself, and use them." 

"We are very thankful you did- so,' *^ cried a well known voice 
at my side, and before I could turn, I received a blow on the head 
that caused me to see more stars than there were at that particu- 
lar moment on exhibition in the heavens. 

I fell heavily, and as I struck the ground, two strong men 
threw themselves on my person, and sought to bind my hands with 
stout cords. I was young and active, with limbs well strung with 
nerves and muscle, and did not submit so tamely as they expected. 

Grasping one of my assailants by the throat, I threw him off 
my breast, and had partly risen to my feet, dragging one of my 
antagonists with me, when I again heard the priest's voice, cry- 
ing— 

"Kill him, if he resists — remember, he is but a heretic, I'll give 
you absolution for all you do," and then I saw a sudden flash of 
light, as a dark lantern was produced by the priest, and by its 
glare I observed Jack clearing himself from the grasp of two 
gigantic servants, and dart off across the park, closely followed by 
the convent *s men. 

I still struggled against the two ruf&ans, and should have freed 
myself from their grasp, had not Andre, suddenly losing all pa- 
tience, picked up a club, and with a blow on the head, stretched 
me senseless. 

How long I had been unconscious I could not tell, but when I 
awoke, as from a dream, my head pained me exceedingly, and for 
a time I knew not where I was ; but by degrees, a consciousness 
of my situation awakened the full extent of my danger. 

I hardly knew to what extremes the priests would resort ; but 
then I recollected that Jack had probably made his escape, and 
would certainly bring aid as soon as he found that 1 was not re- 
leased. 
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This assurance was comforting, but I had read of conyents, and 
knew very well that they had secret cells, where prisoners could 
be placed, and the public none the wiser, let them search ever so 
lonj5. 

Determined to know the extent of my danger, I struggled to mj 
feet, and groped along the ragged walls, damp with mildew and 
cold as ice. The cell appeared to be about ten feet wide, and I 
was about to see how long, when my attention waq arrested by a 
hollow sound, as though something had fallen into a deep well. 

I paused suddenly, and listened. 1 could hear the trickling of 
water, and again I moved my left hand, which I had placed 
against the wall to steady myself. Some loose dirt was dislodged 
and fell, and with a beating heart, I heard it strike the surface of 
water, many feet below me. 

The truth flashed across my mind at once. I had been placed 
in a cell where there was an old well, in the hopes that I should 
fell into it, and of course, after I was once in, who would hear 
my cries for assistance ? 

I started back from liy dangerous position as quick as possible, 
and as I did eo, I heard a slight noise at the other end of my pris- 
on, as though some one was trying to force a door open. 

"Another trick of the enemy," I thought; but still I listened 
with breathless attention, and kept my eyes fastened in the direc- 
tion of the sound. 

There was the grating of a file, and then all was still for a few 
minutes. Soon, however, I heard a heavy blow struck, and theii 
I felt a current of cold air pass into the cell, and I knew at once 
that there was some one trying to force an entrance into my dun- 
geon. 

"Cuss me, if this don't beat driving horses," I heard a familiar 
voice say, and the next moment my eyes were blinded by a bright 
light ; but I knew that Jack had found some way of entering, an4 
was hastening to my relief. 



CHAPTER Vn. 



WE START ON A VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY, AND ARK lUISTAKFJEI 

FOR DEVILS. 



In a few minates I was seated bj the side of mj friend, Jack, 
listening to his story, and the manner in which he effected his 
escape. 

**When I shook myself clear from the two polite gentlemen who 
were anxious for me to accompany them to this large and popular 
establishment, I ran until I had lost sight of my pursuers, and then 
turned, and went in the direction I supposed they would take 
you. 

"When I got within sight of the ruffians,! found that they were 
carrying you ; so 1 supposed that you must be hurt, and badly, 
too, for I heard you groan, and then the yillians laughed. 

<*I followed on, until I saw them enter the convent, and then 
waited outside to see in what room they would leave you. By 
watching the lights, I was enabled to trace them to this room, and 
then the information that the mason gave me about there being a 
subterraneous passage, leading into the building, convinced me 
that if I could get into it, I might effect your escape, and the 
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ladies' also ; for now that they think they have got the only plot- 
ter in custody, why, the priests will be very apt to go to bed. 

**I luckily had a dark lantern with me, so striking a light, I 
Bearched round, and by the directions which I had received from 
the mason, I was enabled to find the entrance, covered up by a 
large^at stone. I boldly entered, and found nothing to impede 
my progress, until I reached that iron door, which • required con- 
siderable filing before the lock would yield. You know the rest. 
Now what shall we do ? Go ahead, or retreat ? ' ' 

**We will retreat, Jack, only when I take my sister with me." 

"And another young lady, sir, in her company." 

'*If it is possible. Jack ; but hold your light, and see how near 
I came fulfilling the wishes of my enemies." • 

Jack held the lantern in the direction I indicated, and the hon- 
est fellow started back with horror at my narrow escape. 

"Ah, they thought you would be your own executioner ; but 
thank Godj they are foiled thus far." 

"Now, Jack, let^s find a door to lead us out of this dungeon," 
and as I spoke, I took the lantern from his hand, and began to ex- 
amine the walls of the room. 

"Ah, here is the door. Jack ; but how are we to open it ?" 

"Leaye that to me, sir ; I^m something of a blacksmith as well 
as coachman," and Jack took from his pocket a small piece of 
iron rod and inserted it in the keyhole of the iron doo^ before 
him. 

He worked carefully and energetically for a few minutes, and 
then stopping, he poured a small quantity of oil on the iron, and 
re-commenced operations. Three or four times did he apply the 
oil before the bolt slipped from its socket, and the heavy door 
swung on its hinges, and revealed a long, narrow passage, paved 
with flat stones. 

"This is just as my friend, the mason, told me I should find 
things, so I came prepared. Now we have a retreat, in case of 
need, and if we should find your sister or the other lady, what 
could be better than making our escape this way?" 

"You are a jewel. Jack," I whispered ; "let us on as fast vlb 
possible ; it must be long past midnight." 
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<*So mach the better, sir, for the priests will sleep the sounder. 
But I am ready." 

We moved forward for about twenty feet, and then ascended a 
flight of eight stone steps, which were damp and slippery with 
slime. Here we encounted another door, but the materials of this 
one were composed of wood. Jack's lock-picker was again put 
into requisition, and without much difl&culty the door was opened, 
and we stood in a small room, furnished with a lounge and a 
range of shelves. On the latter were books, and masks, and wigs, 
both dark and grey, while hanging near at hand w^re a pair of 
fine duelling pistols and a dagger. 

"This must be a room used by the priests when they wish to 
disguise themselves before leaving by the secret passage," I whis- 
pered to Jack, who made no reply, but with a significant ges- 
ture, took the' pistols and dagger from the wall, and placed them 
in his bosom. 

We were about to try the door leading from this room, when 
we both started and listened attentively, to a low monotonous 
voice, but a short distance from us. 

Shading the light from the lantern, we crept silently forward, 
and listened. A voice, apparently that of a female, was recit- 
ing some words, often interrupted by tears and sobs, which came 
as from, a wounded heart. By looking through the key-hole, I 
could see there was a dim light in the room, and that there was 
some object dressed in white lying on a table, with a candle placed 
at its head. By its side was a woman' in a kneeling position, re- 
citing prayers, with her head buried in her hands. 

It was necessary for us to pass into that room to continue our 
search ; but still we did not wish to alarm the girl, fearful that 
she would awaken the inmates of the convent. 

I whispered my thoughts to Jack, and for a short time we held 
a consultation as to what should be done. Retreat we would not, 
while, if the girl was taken with screaming, we knew that we 
should be obliged to flee for our lived. While we were undecided, 
J placed my hand softly on the lock of the door, and to my sur- 
/)rise It opened noiselessly. Either the priests bad too mach con- 
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&dtsitit^ in Ihe gitl to think that she would attempt an escape, dt 
^else they had forgbtten to secure it. 

So quiet was our entrance that the ^1 did not h^t as, and all 
tier back was towards us, we advii.nced on tip-toe, and stood bd* 
^ide her undiscovered. 

We then saw that the watoher was praying beside a XK)rpS6, 
tirrayed in grave clothes, with a huge tsross lying on her breaiE^ 
^he deceased was, f^parently, a young girl, iLnd she looked as 
though enjoying a sweet ^leep, %ith her delicate hands Hsrossed on 
tier breast, and her pure, classical faoe reminded me of paintings 
i had seen in Europe. 

For a few moments, Jack and myself stood seeking oonnsel 2a 
^ach oth^^3 face, and harcSy knowing what to do. Suddenly the 
Nvatche^ ceased her prayers, and arose to her feet, with her e^es 
Ifixed on the dead nun's faco, unconscious of Our presence. 

After contemplating the deceased Tot a moment, she sighed 
beavily, and was about to ret^, when h^ eyes fell ^pon me. 
^he started back with a low ciy of ^surprise, and Ihen turning, 
Would have fled ; but I seized he^ by one of he^ haatids and de^ 
tained her. In an instant she was on het knees, begging, and be* 
Wildered with terror. 

*»For the Virgin's sake,teaease meV'sheBatd, **I am ttiost 
guilty, and totally unfit to die. If you are devils, there are others 
who deserve death more than me. Spare me, I pray you, spare 
^e !" and she dashed her head to the stofte toor, and shivered 
With terrolr. 

** Well, sir, in all my life, this is the trst lime I was ever taken 
for a devil," Jack said, with a rueful look ; "now you don'jb ex- 
tictly look human, sir, with the blood nnwashed from your face, 
«ind I don't blame tho gM for being frightened." 

I then thought for the first time, of the wound on my head, and 
t)f the blood which had ooked from it on to my face. Inhere was 
no time, however, to make apologies for one's toilet, so I stooped 
down and gently raised the watcher to her fbet, and in a ealn| 
tone of voice, told her who we were, and what our errand was. 

By degrees she began to comprehend my meaning, and her teafii 
leased* When I told her that i was So^his»> ^isft'Cbsit^v^ 
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determined not to leave the conyent without her, the nun ela8pe<l 
her hands with joy, as she said — 

<* Are you indeed tSophia's brother? Remenaber it would be 
cruel to deceive me." 

**I'll take my Bible oath, marm, that he is," Jack said. 

''And you are determined to take her from the convent ?" 

"Not only my sister, but Miss Page, If I can see her." 

"Are you the lover of Marie?" she* asked. 
• "I have not that honor, but I have known her for a long time^ 
and highly esteem her." 

"Then you are the one on whose account she took the veil. I 
know all, Mr. Frothingham, and let me tell you that it would be 
better to leave her within these gloomy walls, than let her know 
you love another. I will assist you to save your sister, but let 
Marie remain." 

"And are they both as pure as when they entered this accursed 
abode?" I asked, trembling with anxiety. 

"Up to this time they have been, but how much longer they 
would have been spared, I cannot tell," and the nun buried her 
ffu;e in her hands, and re-commenced weeping bitterly. 

"Thank God that I am in time ! Lead me quickly to my Bister^ 
for in a few hours we shall have daylight, and then I shall be lost, 
and all hopes of saving Sophia destroyed." 

"Are you content to leave Marie ?" she asked. 

"No, she too must go^" 

"Then I will not aid you ; her heart is nearly broken now by 
the sad stories they have told her about your career while in Paris. 
She is learning to forget you, and in time will." 

"But if I should say that I would make her my wife after her 
escape, would that change your opinion?" 
"And will you do so ?" 

"I swear that I will, if she is as p«iTe as when she entered the 
convent." 

"I can vouch for that. But here, lay your hand on this cross, 
clasped by the dead nun's hands, and vow that you will be true to 
her,'^and take no advantage of my confession." 
^ lie nun took my hand, and placed it on the cross, so that mj 
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fini^ers came in contact with the dead girPs icy>cold hand. I 
started hack in terror, hut a reproachful look from my companion 
re-assured me, and I uttered the oath. 

<<Make him swear, marm, to keep me as coachman, with a free 
run of the larder," Jack said. 

The nun scowled at Jack, as she replied — 

*^I have one more condition ; I also must effect my escape, and 
be dependent upon your sister's bounty for a few days, until my 
friends can come to my relief.'* 

: <<The more the merrier, marm," Jack said, with enthusiasm ; 
"let's release the whole of the nuns !" 

<*That is impossible ; besides, you have dangerous work to re- 
lease the two ladies you have spoken of." 

"I readily consent to your accompanying Sophia, and will do 
all in my power to help you reach your friends in safety," 1 said, 
hastily, fearful that Jack would next propose to fire the convent, 
for the purpose of getting the ladies out. 

"That is a sufficient guaranty, sir. Now for the difficulties to 
be encountered. The room adjoining is a chapel ; leading from 
that, is the chamber of the priest, Andre, who is easily disturbed ; 
he must be gagged and bound, for we shall be obliged to pass near 
him. At his head is the rope leading to the signal bell ; one 
touch of that cord would awaken every servant in the convent ; 
and you two could not hope to cope with half-a-dozen giants, un- 
der the direction of a man who has no heart, conscience or mercy. 
Do you understand me ?" 

"Perfectly," I answered calmly. 

"And you and your friend are willing to undertake the risk ?" 

Jack stretched out his hand, which I shook cordially, and the 
nun read in that act our determination to proceed, at every 
hazard. 

"Then follow me," the girl said, leading the way towards a 
door. 

"Stop one mopjent," I said ; how know we that you will not 
lead us to destruction . " 

She smiled scornfully, as her large black eyes met my searching 
gaze. 



36 SIX HOURS IN A COSVfiNT. 

<<Do I look like one who would betray a friend or straoger V^ 

**No, no; bufc— " 

' 'But you mistrust me-^is it not bo 1" 

''No ; but the circumstance of finding you here alone with the 
corpse, and your readiness to lead us to the priest's room, may 
prove but a trap.'* 

"I blame you not for doubting everything In this cursed abode. 
Me you can trust, young man, and I have my own private reasons 
for wishing to escape." 

"You have been wronged, then ?" 

The nun*s face flushed with suppressed fage, as she an' 
swered — 

"I have.'* 

"But how came you here at this time of night t" 

"I was sentenced to do penance by the villain Andre. To gratify 
his spite, I was ordered by the Lady Superior to watch by the side 
of that poor girl, who died of a broken heart. Little did £ thinkf 
while I prayed by her inanimate side, that God would hear my 
prayers, and send deliverance. 

"I am satisfied," I replied, "and am ready to fallow you wher&< 
ever you lead." 

"Then let us hasten ; but -first take these cords, for you will 
need them," and she picked up a number of small pieces of rope 
from a corner of the room, and placed them in my hands. 

With a renewed caution to tread lightly, the nun glided through 
the door, lighting the way with the candle which she had taken 
from the head of the dead girl. 

We passed into the chapel, before the altar of which a large 
wax candle was shedding a dim light, and the next instant our 
guide stopped before a small door, which was partly open. Shad« 
ing the light with her hand, so that not a gleam could penetrate 
into the chamber, she nodded her hdad in that direction, and in 
a low whisper bade us enter. 

I carefully pushed the door open, and closely Allowed by Jack^ 
entered. Quiet as we were, the priest was awakened, and, start- 
ing up in bed, demanded, in a hoarse voice, who we were* 

"A friend," replied Jack, in a low voiee« 
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**ts it you, Agnes ?" the man said, thinking some one was visits 
tng him who had often done so. 

At this instant our guide allowed the light to flash into the 
toom, and the priest saw that the intruders were men instead o^ 
Women. 

"Ah !" he cried, in surprise, "there is some treachery here; 
surrender, if you hope for mercy at my hands," and the priest 
jreached his hand towards the bell- rope ; but at that instant, a 
olub descended upon his unprotected head, Wielded by the strong 
arms of Jack) and he fell back with a heavy groan. 

"You did wrong. Jack,*' I said. We could haye gagged and 
bound him without inflicting injury." 

"I wanted to pay him off for old scores, sir; Remember that 
you haye an awkward bruise on your head which should bo 
charged to his account." 

"Is he deadV^ the nun said, holding the light to the priest's 
eyes. 

"No, thete is no danget of his dying. He Will soon tevive." 
"Better if he never did. He deserves deaths but perhaps not at 
your bands. Hush!" she cried, suddenly, as I was about to 
speak, "the nuns have assembled in the large hall and are about 
to chant theit mofning prayer. The hour of two must be past ^ 
yet I thought it not so late." 

I listened attentively and Could hear numerous voices repeating 
in a listless tone the words i 

"May the ViTgin always guard ns, 
May the Virgin hear our prayersi 
She was pure in her oonception,-*^" ^ 

"Go on with your work, or we shall soon be inteftu jrted,*' thd 
hun said) after we had listened ta the three lines. "The Superior 
Will soon be here to arouse the priest.*' 

We waited not for a second bidding. Jack grasped the insen^^ 
sible man's head while I took hold of his feet, and thus bore him 
through the chapel in the room adjoining to one where the dead 
nun was lying. 

Half a dozen cords weire then passed around his Wrists and feet^ 
so that escape was impossible, and wo hutried back to the ehayeU 
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"Here, on with these," cried our guide, bringiDg two loose 
blaok robes from the priest's room. '<Pat these on and haul the 
cowl over your faces and you will pass an inspection." 

Without a word of remonstrance we hurried on the black robes 
with a large red cross worked on the breast, and then looked to- 
wards the nun for further instructions. 

** Will you wait here until I speak to the two ladies, or will you 
go with me into the hall where they are all assembled ?" 

<*Can I pass into the hall without being detected ?" I asked. 

**Yes. The Lady Superior is half asleep, and the nuns are in 
the same situation." 

*^Then I will go. Do you, Jack, guard the priest until my re* 
turn." 

This did not exactly suit him, but as only one could go in the 
place of the priest (Maloney being absent) I thought I could afih 
Bume the duties much better than Jack. He went back to where 
Andre was lying, with a bad grace, while I walked solemnly and 
thoughtfully on in company with the nun. 

"When you enter the hall," the girl said, "besure and keep 
the cowl over your face ; take a seat near the Lady Superior, who 
will be seated half asleep near the head of the hall where the 
image of the Virgin and Christ are. If she ask any questions 
pretend that you are counting your beads, or mutter something 
in a low voice so that she cannot hear what you say. I, in the 
meantime, will speak to Marie and Sophia, and get them to retire 
to the room, where the priest is, and then all escape together." 

As she ceased speaking, we reached the door which ihe opened 
carefully, and tken 1 heard tfie nuns repeating in a sleepy, drawl- 
ing tone, 

"Mary is the mother of God, 

Wo are in thy holy keeping, Virgin, 
We dedicate ourselves to thee.*' 

As I entered two or three young and beautiful girls raised their 
eyes, and looked up for a moment with a sleepy gaze, but appa- 
rently satisfied that I was the right priest, they again dropped 
their heads on their breasts and re-oommenced counting their 
beadf. 
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There were quite a number of "mlns in a kneeling position, 
with nothing but the hard, marble floor to rest their delicate 
limbs on. At the farther end of the apartment, with a wax can- 
dle each side of her, sat the Lady Superior, with her head 
thrown back against a high, softly cushioned chair, and he^ eyes 
closed. 

I slowly made my way through the ranks of kneeling girls, and 
calmly took a seat on the right of the Superior. The lady open- 
ed her eyes, and said, in a languid tone. 

**I did not call you as I thought you needed rest, holy father, 
after your night's labor." 

'*Ough !" I grunted, without daring to trust my yoice to make 
a direct answer. 

'*The villain is safe, I hope, Andre?" she said. 

**Ough !" I again- exclaimed, counting the beads which hung to 
my dress, with desperate energy. 

**I am glad to hear it. We can't* be too careful now-a-days. 
The devil appears to have infected the girls lately. I believe they 
would all make their escape if they could." 

"Ough!" I replied. 

**Are you not a little hoarse this morning. Father ?" 

'*Ough!" 

"Then come to my room after the services, and I will give you 
a glass of my cordial that will entirely cure you." 

I again gave my ready answer, when the Superior, perhaps 
wishing for a glass herself, said : 

"You shall have some now, Father. Sister Antoinette will go 
to my room and bring a square, cut glass bottle, Trom the shelf, 
on the right hand comer of the closet." 

A form silently rose and went to do the bidding of the Superior. 
The messenger was not absent more than a minute, and to my de- 
light, my neighbor did not say a word while she was gone. The 
girl approached me with a glass and bottle, and while she was 
pouring out a bright red liquid, I looked up and saw that my oup 
bearer was Marie. 

I could not represd an exclamation of astonishment, bat sligl^t 
as it was, the Superior saw it. 



«Be quick, you jade," she'said^ in a cross tone of voice \ '*dt) 
^ovL not see that tbe holy father is suffering t^ith a cold." 

The mild, beautiful faee of the dear girl did not dush with in- 
dignation, or surprise ; with a calm steady hand, she approached 
with the glass and offered it to me. I took the Cordial, and as it 
femolt very nice, slightly threw back my cowl and raised the wine 
to my lips. At this instant, Marie looked up, atid getting a sight 
of my well known features, coVered with blood, she dropped the 
bottle and fell back with a loud scream, upsetting the sedate Lady 
Superior in her fall, and together they tolled on the floor, amid 
the suppressed laughter of the assembled nuns. 

"Jade," cried the enraged Superior, "you have spilt all of my 
best wine. You shall do penance. Away with you and watch 
beside your dead sister until I tell you to leave. Go hussey, go,'^ 
d.nd she stamped her foot on the floor, and then uttered anothef 
howl of agony. 

The feet of the Saperior were gouty, and she had started the 
pain afresh with her energy. 

"Oh, Father," she said, stooping down and rubbing her shiiii 
** can you tell me what U good for the goutt" 

"Ough !" I exclaimed, in a louder voice than before. 

I saw that the niln who had guided me to the hall had quietly 
tslipped out of the room with a companion, and my heart told md 
that it was my sister. 

"What did you say Was good, Father t" she asked again. 

The wine was working in my veins, and I felt just like commit*- 
ting some piece of folly. I knew that JaCk and the strange nun 
would in a few words, explain the position of affairs to the two 
girls, and ef my own safety I felt reckless, no^ that I thought 
they were safe^ 

"You should eat less and exercise more>" I said in a grutf 
Voice. 

"Whatt" she etclaimed, looking at me with amazement. 

"Eat and drink less-^o you understand^" I shouted, and tear* 
tng off my cowl I revealed ta the aitonished woman my &9« oof « 
wed with bloods 
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"The devil !*' she cried vrith a soreech, and making a rapid 
sign of the cross. 

"The devil," echoed the nuns in chorus, and in an instant they 
arose from their knees, and rushed liko frightened sheep into a 
corner of the room, when they turned their faces towards me, 
again yelled louder than before. In their hurry and confusion, 
many a robe was disarranged and the white neck and shoulder, or 
arm of a nun would peep out like a statue of Venus scantily cloth- 
ed. 

"Yes, I'm the devil, and all the pretty nuns belong to me. The 
homely ones the Lady Superior may keep," 

This, I thought, would pacify them, but it didn't. The old nuns 
howled in chorus, and the young ones, thinking to be on the safe 
side, joined in. I knew that such a noise as that would soon arouse 
the servants of the convent, so giving one diabolic scream, I darted 
for the door, leaving the Lady Superior in a fit. 

As I rushed along, I tore the black robe from my person, for its 
folds impeded my flight. I reached the small chapel and gained the 
room where the priest was still lying bound, but I should hardly 
have known him had it not been for his dress. Jack, in my absence, 
wishing to amuse himself, had drawn a respectable pair of whiskers 
on the man's cheek, and also painted a fierce moustache on his up- 
per lip. The paint used, was blacking, obtained from a lamp that 
stood near at hand. I merely paused for a second to look at the 
victim, and received a scowl of hatred from him. Speak he could 
not, for Jack had thrust a piece of cloth in his mouth that utterly 
prevented all attempts at conversing. 

The alarm was continued in the chapel, and as I gained the cell 
where I had been placed a prisoner, I heard the alarm bell sounded 
which was to awaken the convent's guard. By the aid of the lamp, 
which I had taken the precaution to bring with me from the chapel, 
I found the door of the subteiranean passage open, and through this 
I Parted and pursued my flight along a damp arch, for nearly three 
hundred feet, when I again encountered a door, also open. After 
passing this, I stood in the open air and found Jack and the ladies 
impatiently awaiting my arrival. 



CIIAPTEU VIII. 



CONCLUSION. 



"The convent is alarmed," cried Jack, as I emerged from the 
passage. "See the lights flickering in the windows," 

"1 know it," 1 answered ; "we shall be pursued if we do not seek 
safety in flight. Take the nun under your charge, Jack, and I will 
look to the safety of my sister and Marie." 

"I can take care of myself," said the nun, in a stern voice* "Lead 
the way and I will keep close to you." 

" How the old fellows are ringing their bells," Jack said, as we 
passed hastily along across the field, not daring to take the road. 

"Let them ring until they are tired — we've got the start, and in 
this darkness "it*s doubtAiI if they can And us." 

I had Sophia and Marie hanging on each arm, and encouraged 
them in whispers to make all the exertion they could. The brave 
girls although but slightly clad, and with their feet imperfectly pro- 
tected, struggled on without a murmur, and only gave expression to 
their thanks for their escape. 

On we went, stumbling over stones and logs, until we thought we 
could safely venture into the highway, and when once on the road 
we suffered no opposition and in an hour's time 1 had the satisfaction 
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of leading the ladies into my mother's presence, "who was awakened 
irom a deep sleep to welcome her daughter. 

Some refreshments were provided, and while Jack was getting 
them ready, I dressed my wound, and cleared the blood from my 
face, and when I again entered the room where the three girls were 
seated, tsJking of the danger of their escape, I was saluted with a 
warm, sisterly embrace from Sophia, while I looked towards Marie 
to see if she was not disposed to bestow the same boon, but she did 
not appear to think it was necessary to go through the same ceremo- 
ny. She gave me her hand, however, and, while the tears stood 
in her mild eyes, she thanked me for the service I had been 
to her. 

"Remember your vow,'* said the cold, solemn looking nun, ad- 
dressing me. 

"1 do, and am ready to fulfil it any time," I answered. 

"A vow — what vow ?" asked Sophia. 

"A vow I made to this lady, to whom you are indebted for your 
deliverance." 

I saw the cheek of Marie grow pale, and I saw her turn her head 
so that I could not watch the expression of sorrow that crossed her 
fine face, and I hastened to explain. 

"The vow, Marie, means that if you are willing to forgive my 
past faults and accept me for a husband, you will never repent of 
your kindness." 

"And then, Marie, you will be fiiy sister," cried Sophia, embrac- 
ing the embarrassed girl and placing her hand in mine. 

"I am satisfied," said the nun, may you be as happy as you de- 
serve to be. As for myself there is nothing to look forward to, ex- 
cept to cheer the declining years of a father. Thank God, ladies, 
you have made your escape and are still innocent. 1 was once, but 
that was before I entered that unholy retreat. L shall have to de- 
pend upon your bounty for a few days, and then I shall leave this 
part of the country forever," and the nun buried her face in her 
hands, and wept bitterly. 

I left the room, leaving the task of conversation to the two girls, 
and wh«n I returned they whispered to me her right name, and to 
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my surprise I found slie was the daughter of one of our most eloquent 
statesmen. 

The convent made no attempt to rescue the escaped nuns, and a 
few months after, the terrible catastrophe, when the convent was 
burned to the ground, occured, and Charlestown was once more free 
of foreign foes. 

Jack is still living with me, and has grown grey in my service. 
He is happy, and still delights to tell about his painting the priest's 
fece. 
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